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	Fiora's Graceful Assault

_The Start of A Hero_

"En Garde!" the room echoed with the nimble footsteps of the agile fencer, each attack is not only graceful, but is lightning quick and precise. The fencer stroke down his opponent as his opponent landed on the floor with a thud. Dusting herself off, the challenger was offered a hand.

"My skills are no match for you, Father… I am sorry to be such a failure…" the young lady bowed, tears brimming in her eyes as she felt a heavy burden in her chest. The fencer took off his helmet revealing a man in his early forties, his manly features showing off his thin jawline and masculine facial features; his hair was also tied in a bun.

"Fiora-" the man started, kneeling down to his precious daughter as he smiled with pride. "You will NEVER be like me-" Fiora then felt six-feet under, feeling as if her own father killed his own precious daughter's dreams. Before the man could finish what he was saying, Fiora slapped the hand away from her and ran outside the Laurent manor.

'Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! I hate fencing! I'll never be as good as him!' she continued to run as fast as she can away from her home. Fiora stumbled in the Demacian districts. Bumping into someone, her train of thought was suddenly stopped when she hit the person, landing yet once again on the floor with a thud, Fiora angrily looked to the person she bumped into.

"HEY, WATCH IT YOU BASTARD!" déjà vu hit her like a truck, yet once again she was offered a hand to get back up. This time, instead of accepting the kind gesture, she stood up and challenged the man she had bumped into.

"Young lady, I do not fight for merely to state that I am better than someone. I fight to protect. Good day." Before the person could walk away from Fiora, she grabbed the man's wrist.

"I-If you won't fight me… Then I suppose you we can spar… You are carrying a sword with you." The man smirked at her, leading her to a clearing in a forest he had been camping on.

"Firstly, before we could spar, I would like to see how you can do against that training dummy over there." The main said pointing at a wooden practice dummy he had. Fiora smiled confidently, drawing her rapier, she stabbed and slashed the wooden dummy, putting in much effort each time she attacked. After she was done, the dummy was left with undisciplined slash-marks. The man clapped as Fiora proudly admired her work.

"You're not a true swordsman YET young lady." Said the man examining the wooden dummy, eyeing carefully each mark made by Fiora, Fiora couldn't believe what she was hearing and ran over to the man examining her swordsmanship.

"WHAT!? But I poured every ounce of strength I had in each slash I made?!" another failure to add to her wall, Fiora slammed her fist on the bark of wood and cried. "When will I ever be… When will I ever beat HIM?! DAMN THIS!" the man kneeled in front of her and offered his handkerchief. The man smiled as he patted her shoulder.

"I never said you will NEVER be a true swordsman milady. You have the potential, you just need to stop copying the person you look up to and CREATE your own sword style!" with a swift draw of his blade, the man slashed the wooden dummy, effortlessly cutting it in half!

"H-How did you?" said Fiora sniffling

"It's because I have mastered the art of being ONE with my blade. I am offering to train you, BUT in the condition that should you ever fight anyone solely for pride or some petty desire, I will renounce your training and send you back home, understood?" Fiora's eyes sparkled as she now had an entirely new goal, training with this man to create her own unique fighting style!

"T-then… Will you tell me what I am lacking right now? M-Master?" the man turned around and faced the setting sun, plunging his sword to the ground.

"I do not hold the answers you are seeking for. Your true strength lies in your gifted-hands may I know your name miss?"

"Fiora… Fiora Laurent… How about you? What is your name?"

"I am without a disciple, but the name Master Yi will always have a peaceful memory in my heart. Even without students… I will never give up on my dream to revive the Wuju Style." A gust of wind blew the trees surrounding them, in whirled as it whistled creating a harmonious sound.

"Then… WILL YOU ACCEPT ME AS YOUR STUDENT!" Fiora bowed, practically begging to be the best she can be with the inspiration she got from the man in front of her. He smiled as he handed her a wristband to always keep her safe while training.

"This wristband will forever cement on your commitment in learning the mysteries of the Wuju Style… Repeat after me and put your right hand over your chest…"

"Like this?" Yi nodded as he recited the old Wuju Style code of honour.

"I Say your name"

"I Fiora Laurent" she started, each word filled her heart with passion and determination.

"Hereby declare"

"Hereby declare" 'I will beat HIM one day… I swear… But I'll do it with my own path!'

"That I shall stave off of selfish thoughts and worldly desires…"

"That I shall stave off of selfish thoughts and worldly desires…"

"On this day… I shall forever remember to protect the weak…"

"On this day I shall forever remember to protect the weak…" 'He's right…" clenching her fist, Fiora recounted the moments where she and her friends were being bullied, having no one and no strength to protect herself and her friends.

"And promise to spread the teachings of the Wuju Stlye."

"And promise to spread the teachings of the Wuju Style" Yi told her to raise as he ceremoniously tied the wristband to her dominant hand.

"This wristband will represent not only your commitment to the Wuju Stlye, but also a declaration that you will master your own unique style of swordsmanship."

'For sure… I will never stop until I'm at the top!' Yi smirked to her as they continued to spar, training right off the bat.

~ End

I hope you all like this! Anyway I wanted to create a fic. Based on the struggles of the swordsmen/women of league of legends, this story will focus on how they became to be right now and what it means to proudly raise your flag against the challenge.


End file.
